3o                     1   GO   WEST
by the time we got to Paris I felt sorry for this young
man who had obviously left his home for the first
time1 to come to England if only to have his nails
manicured.    Sometimes that is about all it amounts
to, and those who can afford the luxury have paid
for it.    All this I thought of as I watched him hour
after   hour   while   the   train   steamed  into   Dijon,
Lyons and the other stations before the Gare de
Lyons in Paris.    For nearly twelve hours he had not
touched a morsel of food because he was an orthodox
vegetarian and had never eaten a meal outside his
house except on board ship, where he had stuck to
the strict vegetarian diet which the all-understand-
ing P. and 0. provides for its more orthodox Indian
clientele.    In   my  mouth   I   could   still  taste   the
bceuf a la mode 1 had for lunch and the  Sole mcunicre
before that.    1 asked him later what he intended
doing about food when he got to Paris late that
night.    He did not speak a word of French, and iiis
English, in spite of his two degrees, was pretty awful.
Quite unconcernedly he replied: " I shall buy some
fruit from the bazaar."    Then I knew that he would
have to go right through the mill, like so many of us
who had come to Europe before him, making saps
of ourselves on more occasions than one.   But in my
fellow passenger's case, it would be a start not from
the ground-floor, but from the basement.
Fortunately for me it was not my first visit to
Europe. I knew my Paris and liked it, but to him-it